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architect might deem necessary; the consequence was, the
60,000 francs swelled into 200,000 francs, a price no one
would think of giving for the residence.
The house that had originally stood on this site was of
much more simple aspect: Mademoiselle Rachel had occupied
it when she removed from No. 10 Rue de Rivdli, celebrated
as having been the residence of Mademoiselle Mars before she
occupied her own hotel, Rue La Rochefoucault. The predi-
lection of Mademoiselle Rachel for this spot arose from her
son Alexandre having been bom there; and though it had
only been intended for a temporary residence, she chose to re-
main there against the advice of her friends, who suggested
the Champs Elysees as far preferable.
The present building consists in a ground floor, an entresol,
a first floor, and attics, and the whole presents a singular con-
fusion of all the different styles in architecture. The ground
floor, or rez de chaussez, is divided into a vestibule, a porter's
lodge, and a little parlor, where admirers not admitted to see
the divinity of the temple inscribed their names. The archi-
tect was so cramped for room that he put the stables in the
cellar. Up a Gothic-arched staircase, as dark as a pocket,
and so narrow there is no room for a moderate-sized crinoline,
the benighted visitor gropes his way to the entresol, and here
the suite of rooms commences.
An insignificant ante-chamber leads into a dining-room, or-
namented and furnished in very questionable taste. The in-
tention was that the Etruscan should have prevailed, but it
was never carried out. Tb*e heterogeneous articles it contain-
ed were severally meant to denote archaism and erudition, but
seemed rather astonished at being brought together. A wain-
scot of the Middle Ages looked down upon a modern carpet;
Greco-Roman paintings and Renaissance bahuts, Etruscan
vases and Parisian crystals, were unceremoniously associated.
The whole was lighted up by an odd-looking lamp, of no par-
ticular age, style, or beauty. The room itself was a sort of
narrow passage, with so low a ceiling that a man of ordinary
height was inclined to stoop as he entered.
On the other side of the ante-chamber a door led into a small
salon hung in chintz. Among other things, it contained a

